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Social Insurance Institute! But no one sang None of us rejoiced loudly over the victory, A silence like prayer engulfed us all
The nurses went to work in the street There were many of us there that day. Kneeling on the broken pavement, we unwound the long white bandages that turned red so quickly and changed into trailing ribbons of blood Once the battle was over, everybody helped the nurses in picking up the wounded and carrying them to safety.
Women from the neighboring houses ventured out with pitchers of water for the wounded and for the soldiers. These civilians looked scared to death, yet they stuck to their errands of mercy.
Then all the strength which I had stored up for the days of battle left me suddenly I squatted under the wall, my face in my hands, and felt utterly numb. I was soaked through and through with human blood and sweat The dirt gritted in my mouth and my eyes could not see clearly, having been blurred by the sights of fire and explosions and death I knew I was falling asleep, and desperately I tried to keep awake by focusing my eyes on some object or person,
As if through a haze, I saw one of the civilian women, with a blue pitcher full of water and a blue drinking cup in her hand, walking through the street that had been turned into a battlefield Her hand trembled as she poured the water from the pitcher into the cup, so that she spilled precious drops on the dusty ground She looked around timidly. There was a beaten look in hear eyes, and fear in her drawn, unhappy and pathetic face.
A man was sitting propped tip against the wall She approached him with ter pitcher as Be called to her in a hoarse voice. I bhnked and looked hard The man was in a green German uniform. The woman, too, noticed the uniform. She drew back. Then she made one step forward. She stopped as if to turn and go away. The German